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He was drawn toward her by an almost uncontrollable longing. " When I come to the Friedberg Gate, it seems to me as if I should have to come to you," he exclaims six weeks after his departure from Wetzlar. And when, in November, his brother-in-law goes to Wetzlar on business, he wanders back the perilous path and remains there three days. On the last evening he still had detestable thoughts of suicide. "It was time that I went," he said in a letter to Kestner. In Frankfort he seeks to compensate himself for the loss of the real Lotte by her silhouette, which he has fastened to the wall of his room. " I just said good-night to Lotte's silhouette" (September 25, 1772). "Before I went to dinner to-day I greeted her picture cordially" (October 8th). " Yesterday evening, dear Kestner, I conversed with Lotte and you for an hour in the twilight. . . I was feeling my way to the door . . . my hand touched paper ... it was Lotte's silhouette. . . . I assure you, it was a pleasant sensation, I gave her a most hearty greeting and went on" (December i5th). "Before going to bed I feel like bidding you good-night, and sweet Lotte, too, to whom I have already said good-morning and good-evening a great many times to-day" (January n, 1773). After Palm Sunday, April 14, 1773, the day of Lotte's wedding, he intends to bury her silhouette. But it still hangs there on the wall and " shall hang there till I die." On the loth of April he writes: " I cannot yet understand how it was possible for me to go away from Lotte/* He asks her to send him her bridal bouquet, and wears it on a walk to Darmstadt. And so it goes on; and it makes but little difference that Lotte is the wife of another and blessed with a child. "For I still see her as I left her." As late as August, 1774, we hear an outburst of passionate adoration, called forth by the visit of Lotte's childhood nurse. "You can imagine how much the woman was to me and that I shall care for her. If bones of saints and lifeless rags which have touched their bodies deserve adoration and careful preservation, why not the human creature who touched you, carried you as a child in her